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A be Jrlijforic 

The verybottorac and the'foulc of hope 
The very fill, the very vtmoft bound r * 

Of all our fortunes, 

Doug. Faith, and fo we fhould. 

Where now rcmaines afweet reuerfion. 

We may boldly fpend, vpon the hope, of what t’is to come fo; 
A comfort of retirement hues in this. 

Hot, A randeuous, a home toflievnto. 

If that the Diuell and rmfchance looke big 
Vpon the maiden-head of our affaires. 

AT ir. B ut.yet I would your father had bin here: 

The qualitie and haire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will be thought 
By fome, that know not why he isavvay. 

That wifedome, loy altie, and meere dillike 
Or our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence*. 

And thinks, how fnch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide of fear efull faction. 

And breed a kind of queition sin our caufe: ’ 

For, well you know, we of the _o fifing fide. 

Mull keepe aloofe from ftrift arbitrament, 

And ftog'all fight-holes, cilery loope,froixi. whence 
The eye of reafon mayprie in vpon vs. 
rhisabfence of your fathers drawes a curtains. 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kind of fcarc. 

B efore not dreamt of. 

Hot. You ftraine toofar,. 

I rather of hisablencc make this vfe, 

It lends aluftre and more great opinion, . 

A larger dare to our great enterprife. 

Then if the Earle were here : for men mult thiake. 

If we without his helpe can make a head 
T o pufh againfta kingdoms', with his helpe 
W c ihall or’eturne it, topfic turuy downe, 
y et all goes well, yet all o ur loy nts are whole. 

Doug. As heart can thmke,.therc is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this tearmeof fearc* 

Enter Sir fit. Vernon » 

' Hoi. 
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of rietiry tvtjov.rtD, 

Hot. My ccofen Vernon, welcome by my lbule* 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, lord. 

The Earle of W eiVmerland, feuenthoufand frrong, 
IsmarchiHg hitherwards, with Prince lohn. 

Hot , N o harme, what more? 

Ver, A nd further I haue learnd. 

The King himfelfe in perfonis fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftroug and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He foal be welcome too: where is his Tonne-* 

The nimble footed madcap, Prince of W ales? 

And his CumradeSj that dafr tlic world afide. 

And bid ftpafie? 

Ver. All furnifht, all in Armes,; 

A 11 plumde like Ellridges, that with the wind 
Baite d like Eagles haumg lately bath’d, . 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

A s full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as thefunne at Midfomer, 

Wanton as youthful! goates, wild as young bulsj, 

I faw young Harry with his beuer on, 

His cufhes on his thighs, gallantly armde. 

Rile from the gr ound like feathered Mercury, 

And vaulted with fuch eale into his feat , 

As if an Angel dropt downe from the clouds, 

•T o turne and w ind a fiery Pegafus, 

And wifoh the world with noble horfemanfhfp. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the fun in March), 
Thispraife doth nourifh agues , let them come. 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim, 

A nd to die fire-ey d maid of fmoky war, 

All hot and bleeding will vve offer them: 

The mailed Mars fiiall on his altars fit 
Vpto the cares in bloud, l am on fire 
To heare this rich rcprizallis fo nigh. 

And yet not ours:Come,Ietme tafle my horfe, 

W ho is to beare me like a thunderbolt, 

Againft the bolome of the Prince of Wales, 

H a Harry 
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